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Introduction 


Author's Notes: 
This came to me today when | was walking around my house in a black vest top and baggy bottoms with my 
brown drying hair beginning to curl around my shoulders. | became rather excited as | looked kinda like Ville 


Valo -except | have breasts- and was acting like him. 


"You are not going to schol dressed like that!” my mother exclaims upon seeing my attire, "Go and change now." 


| sigh and trudge back upstairs, muttering obsenities under my breath. ‘| don't complain how she dresses,’ | 
think, ‘Most of the time | wouldn't be caught dead if she was dressed like that: Looking around my room, 
something catches my eye causing me to smile. ‘Almost forgot you, | think as | walk over to the item. Lifting 
it, | put them on, admiring the gloves with my outfit before lifting the coat | redesigned for such an occasion 
Quickly | put it on, buttoning it up -much to my dismay as it ruins the look- before heading downstairs. 


"Violet," my ‘mum calls, not hearing me coming down the stairs, "You're going to be late for your first day." 


‘lm here," | state, walking to the mirror and checking how my curly locks look, fixing them to cup and caress 


my face as | walk. 

Upon seeing the new addition to my outfit she sighs before ushering me out of the house and into our car. | 
ignore her as she drives, knowing subconsciously when to nod so she won't get pissy. Headphones in, she finally 
stops talking and | begin to hum along to my music. 3 songs later and she pulls up outside my new school. 


"Have a good day," she says as | open the door and hoist my bag onto my shoulder. 


"Yeah, yeah," | reply causing her to look at me disapprovingly, "Well Fern, we both know how this is going to go. 
l'm just thinking optimistically." 


Exiting the car before she can say another word, | shove my hands into my pockets, turn up the volume and 


begin the process of slipping into the background. 

People, people everywhere. | quicken my pace, slow my breathing, trying my best to not breakdown. | spot the 
sign for the reception and make my way there, slipping past people in my heavy yet quiet boots. A quick smile, 
a short sentence, a long silence that | fill with the ironic, yet amazing, song ‘Enjoy The Silence: Faster than | 


wanted the principal is ready to see me. 


Already knowing how this is going to go, | lift the same slip of paper that is with me at every new school out 


of my pocket, ready to hand it over. He offers me a seat, and | sit, wishing to leave as soon as possible. 


"Welcome Miss Cast," he says, a too large smile on his face, "I hope you enjoy it here. As to your choice in 


clothing..." 

He cuts off when | hand him the paper, a brief nod before he hands me everything I'll need before saying he'll 
show me where my locker is and show me to my first class. Which is how | ended up here, outside my first 
class. A headache makes itself known, and | inwardly grimace before opening the door. ‘Homeroom,’ | 
immediately think, unbuttoning my coat so it sits like it should 

"Ah class this is our new student," the teacher says, "Violet Craft" 


| notice how she looks over me, curious as to whether she has the right person. Closing the door behind me, | 


walk over to her. She glances at me briefly, before handing me a book. 
"Would you like to tell us a bit about yourself?" shs suggests. 


‘lm Violet," | begin, trying to keep it brief, "But | prefer V. I'm lb, and | want to move to either Finland, Wales, 


Germany or West Chester when I'm free of custody.” 
"Did you get arrested?" someone pipes up. 


"No, | got fostered,” | reply in a monotone. 


"You may take a seat," my teacher dismisses me. 


| walk down to my seat, aware they can read the writing on the back of my coat. Taking the corner seat 


beside the window, | sigh content at where I'm sitting, that is until one of the popular girls turns to me. 
"What does it say on the back of your coat?" she asks, tucking her bleached blonde hair behind her ear. 
"Your pretty face is going to hell," | reply, "And no that isn't a pickup line. It's an Iggy and The Stooges song." 
"Why do you dress like that?" another asks. 

"Could ask you the same thing," | mutter under my breath, "I want to and | like it" 

"Enough chatter girls," our teacher says, snapping us back to reality. 

"Thank fuck," | mutter. 

"Miss, Violet swore," someone says, grassing me up. 

"Like to repeat what | said?" | ask with a smirk. 


She gapes at me, unsure what to do. Continuing to smirk, | turn away from them. ‘IOO days left, | think with a 
sigh. 


